OH! Boy! oH! Boy! 
IT'S HERE... AT 
LAST... IT FINALLY 
ARRIVED! 


a ip % W coop! MAYBE YOU CAN LISE IT TO 
eee ees iS } 4 1 PA GLiDe SOME OF THESE MUNCHO- 
\ IN THAT Box? J | CRUNCHO BOXES , 
y este iN OLIT OF HERE / 


uni 


= ws MY MUNCHO* 

CRUNCHO GLIDER / 

VE BEEN SAVING 
BOX-TOPS TO GET - 


IT...NOW IT’S 
FINALLY MINE! 
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HAVE EATEN ANOTHER: B'...THEN TIE STRING 'C’ 
BO! ON BEAM ‘Y".... 


\'M GLAD THE GLIDER CAME, HMM....LETS SEE NOW... 
| DON/T THINK | COULD INSERT TAB ‘A’ INTO SLOT 
Ni ‘B.., 
WL OF MUNCHO-CRUNCHOS, 


TEST FLIGHT! 


WHAT'S UIP, BAPIN! OL! 
BUDDY 7 AND JOIN YOU IN YOLI-: 


ARRIVED 
AND _1'M_PLITTING 


IT TOGETHER ! 


OF ME IE IT | 
WON'T FLY! J) 


Gal vw evine! 
Ho! THIS: 1 


NOw,. GET ABADY 
FOR SoM . 


THIS THING 
Down ! 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


TIM NEWEL NIBBONS, SON! 
“THERE'S NO REASON To GO 
UNGAY IN TH’ FOREST. 


a 
> Vi 
THERE, THERE, 


LITTLE FELLEA! 
NO NEED To BE 


I CAIN'T UNNERSTANDY 
Why ANYBODY. WOULD 
WANT TO LEAVE THIS 
DELICIOUS FOREST: 


HERE YOU GO, 
NEWEL, TAY 


SOME OF THESE it 
M\, MUNCHO CAUNCHOS, 


HE’5 NEWEL NIBBONS, 
MY NEW FRIEND... 
AND | FINALLY Gor 


THaT’s IT! 176 A. Na 

DOUPLE!., RUN f- . 
t 1 HES epFE! 
SAFEI.., 


<oV py 


Li 


AaB 
roa 


p 


ae 
z 


i 7D THERE 1S NOTHING . { 
iE A BASEBALL DOUBLE” 
HEADER TO WOPI4, UIP.- 
“THE OL! APPETITE? « ti 
RUNGE H Wey, B > 
: pe WA F 
} ff you? : 


JW DINNER? Boy! ave You ALL YOU EVER THINA)| | 
GOT'A ONE TRACK MINO/J garm\ ABOLIT 15 DINNER f 
7 ~ fsx Zam of 
\ be 


On 


, r/ THATS NOT), 
a TRUE, BETTY! } ay) | 
_ 


(EOMETIMES T_.S 
" THIN, ABOLIT. 
BREAKFAST 


P WHAT, Re ‘YOU DOING, VEN'T YOU 
BIAD? HEE HEE A Valine 
x 
) 


by 
h\ 


LIME THIS... 


BARI 


INEY 
Y Likes itl 


| REALLY GOT A GOOD BARGAIN ON 
THIS DRESS, WILMA , BUT BECALISE WAIT A MINUTE, 
IT’S A PIEARE LE PIERRE, BARNEY BetT™... ) JUST 
WILL HATE IT! ade TEARIFIC 


y Hil | 
WE'RE GOING TO * : Pere cnt 
MAKE BARNEY LOVE 
YOUR NEW DRESS,,. 


/ GOOD! THERE SHOLILD 

BE ENOUGH: JLINK HERE 
FOR WHAT WE'RE GOING 
» TO DOL Se liey 


+ -THESE DRA 
HELP: 


IT | 3 
WITH THIS Wort SHOULD 
LAMPSHADE ! 


/ZOME FISHING \__ —S 
LURES... SOME WORN * 
OUT CHRISTMAS 


low 


“THERE: N 

IT'6 FINISHED J... 

OUR VERY OWN 
PIERRE LE PIERRE 
ORIGINAL J! 


PES 
yee 


WONDER IF 
THE GIRLS ARE 
BACK FROM 
PICKING OUT 
THEI) BALL 
GOWNS 7 


\/ WHAT'S LIP, 
BARNEY... YOL 
LOOK LIKE 


YOU/VE SEEN / 


GHOST | 


LOOK, BARN... 
THERE IT IS, A 
PIEARE LE 
PIERRE ! 


/ 


I SURE HOPE BETTY 
BOUGHT SOMETHING 
PRACTICAL ! SOMETHING 
SHE CAN WEAR AROLIND 
THE House AFTER 


WORSE THAN THAT... IT/S A 
PIERRE LE PIERRE , FRED, 
DO YOU KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS ? 


YEAH! aBouT 
EIGHTY Buchs! 


WELL, GUYS, 
WHAT DO YOLL 
THIN) 


THAT Dress 19 AWEUL ! I:DLINNO, BARN'« ) 7 
YOU TAKE IT BACK TO THE, ; TAINOA LIKE IT ~ 
STORE THIS MOMENT! , Maas es 


WHY CAN'T YOU GET ING Yl | /WHY, BARNEY! THAT'S A GRE 
NICE AND PRACTICAL LIAE THAT | IDEA!...AND | KNOW WHERE |” 


DAESS WILMA 15 WEARING 7 CAN GET THAT SAME DRESS ON 


(SES Paes SA 
LOE THE LOUSY _PIERAE LE P cf 


= 


“Stupid, dumb, pixie”, grumbled Lok ashe watched 
-the struggling sprite trying desperately to untangle 
* ‘herself frem the sticky thteads of a spider's web. Being 
a wingless elf with no magical powers Lok was of 
course resentful of the fi ited pixies who floated 
through the air on summer breezes, never tilling the 
ssil or raising herds of ophids. Their life was carefree 
except for the clumsy ones who would be snatched 
’ from the sky by @ hungry freg or erushed by adewdrep 
telling off « maple leaf or caught in the glistening 
threads of a spider's web, - - 

“Why don’t you use your magical powers te free 
yourself’, he shouted up to the pixie, “er use your 
wings to break away?” c, 

“Lean’r’, she shouted buck. “My wings ars too frail 

-fe tear me from this heavy thread and the enly 


magical powers | possess is the ability te grant wishes, 
fo those whe sove me from danger. Surely, good elf, 

you will come to my rescue. It would be an easy task’ 
for one whose muscles are as well developed as yours 
are to break through my bonds and you will not find it 

unrewarding.” 

The pixie was a pretty little thing with leng, silky 
blonde hair and two twinkling blue eyes but it was not 
her beauty which tempted Lok to try the rescue, He 
was thinking about the wishes ... the custom was 
three but perhaps this pixie would be se grateful tebe, 
free egain that she would grant himextra wishes. Pee- 
sibly, every time he came te his last wish he ould wish’ 
for more, that way there would never be an end to his 
wishss — unless there wes some sert af rule against 
that. He could osk and if the pixie told him that it 


would not be permitied then at least he would still 
have his original three wishes. 

He picked up a pine needle frem the greund end 
alfppia it Under hie belt 


7 this", he said “will serve as my cutting teel theugh 
:T wish | had a better one,” and before he could begin. 


his climb he felt « tingle at his side and saw that the 


.green needle had been changed into a silvery sword. 


Obviously the pixie had overheard his desire for a 
better tool and had granted his wish but Lok was 
furious for having wasted one of his three wishes. 
Promising himself to be more careful with his words he 


f started teacate the twig which held the web between 
-it's twisted, fingerclike branches. 


A huge shadow passed over him just as ha roahed 
where the branches joined the trunk and he heard the 
pixle scream frantically: “Hurry, please hurry! The 
spider has left his tair and it’s coming toward me!” 

Sure as @ sunset there was the great, hairy beast, 
with eight squiggling legs, a round pill-shaped body- 
‘and eight red eyes, ambling closer to the squirming’ 
Pixle. Lok would have to climb faster if he hoped to 
reach the ferrified pixie before the spider. * 

The sword poked him in the leg ashe climbed andso 
tok pulled it from his belt and clenched the blade in his 
teeth. Then, gathering all of his strength, he raced up 
the branch yntil he was in line with the pixie bu? he 
atill had to cross the web to get to her. 


Carefully he placed his right foot onto one of the 
-rés0 threads of the web. If he slipped and became 
tangled in the sticky threads then the monstrous: 
spider would have two meals instead ef one. He 
placed the other fet on ond then his hands $0 that. 

his full weight was on the web. It held. Now ho 


po natin eeaphy acon 


She screomed! The spider hed her held in it’s jaws 
and weuld sson Inject its deridly poisen Inte her until 
ste became lienp. Lok warsilll tee for aveay frem horto 


-long sweep of his arm he cut the threads on whi 
spider stood. The spider lest it’s balance and it’s g 

on the pixie. A second of confusion was all the. time he 
pixie needed and as the spider tried to regain its fe 
peak the pixie fluttered the safety of a nearby : 


Wyacl ko as es tha te wR to 
she ground balers ihe onary spider ouiaiven legion 
tiononhim. ~ - 

“Pixiel”’ Lok shouted up to the pretty little afr 
nymph whe was busily remaving remnants ef the web 


e from her celluloid wings. “Do I-gét my wishes?” 


“You already have ... the sword.’ 
SDon't I get twe more?!” ‘asked 
“Why? You only saved me ence.’ 
Lok muttered a few tee words abeut piates ong 


LD « 
15 THAT SUPPOSED 
BAPNEY 7 


A 
AT'S 


BOLIND TO 
WIN FIRST PAL 


MY PAINTING IS STILL 

1D BETTER DRY IT SO I CAN THE OVEN A WHILE... 
ENTER IT IN THE AAT SHOW \ THAT WILL DAY IT UP 
TONIGHT ! FAST J 


; aS RL 
OH/ NO! BETTY MUST ‘aa pe 
HAVE TAKEN MY PAINTING BETTY AND Wi! 
OUT OF THE OVEN TO 
> COOK HEA PIZZA! 
| TONIGHT 


“Must Go BACK 


Aare eco 
ANYONE FINDS our} , 
ULL yueT 
PEEK AND 
SEE WHAT 
IT IDs, 
Be J 


oO: 


<= — 


im sear a. 
MRED) ELINTSTONE SEAL 
OF APPROVAL ! 
. 


MUST GET BACK 
THE ART SHOW 


¢. BOY THIS 
1 PIZZA 
WAS & MITE 
OILY LEN ig 


aay. 


\/ my MASTERPIECE! 
FRED ATE My 
ECE! 


WOOLY. HE'S REALLY, 
NEWEST ADDITION HOW DOES 


TO THE BEDROCK. IT WORK 
VOLUNTEER FIRE / 7 a 
DEPARTMENT ! ¥ 


